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abroad. These extracts from diaries of foreign
travel, which generally pour their muddy stream
into a biography on the threshold of the hero's
manhood, are things to be resolutely skipped.
What one desires in a biography is to see the
ordinary texture of a man's life, an account of
his working days, his normal hours ; and to most
people the normal current of their lives appears
so commonplace and uninteresting that they keep
no record of it; while they often keep an elaborate
record of their impressions of foreign travel, which
are generally superficial and picturesque, and re-
markably like the impressions of all other intelligent
people. A friend of mine returned the other clay
from an American tour, and told me that he
received a severe rebuke, out of the mouth of
a babe, which cured him of expatiating on his
experiences. He lunched with his brother soon
after his return, and was holding forth with a
consciousness of brilliant descriptive emphasis,
when his eldest nephew, aged eight, towards the
end of the meal, laid down his spoon and fork,
and said piteously to his mother, *' Mummy, I
must talk ; it does make me so tired to hear Uncle
going on like that" A still more effective rebuke
was administered by a clever lady of my acquaint-
ance to a cousin of hers, a young lady who had
just returned from India, and was very full of her
experiences. The cousin had devoted herself during